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Vou. LXIX. 





Fun Week by Week. 

By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 
_ Wednesday.—Was routed out of bed this morning by my valet 
in a wild state of alarm. There was a bull loose in the streets of 
Leicester. Rushed down to see. Sure enough, there was my 


gentleman making out of the town, down the railway line, as hard 
as he could go. Well, after all, one can understand his feelings. 


VERY VACCINE. 


You've heard of a bull in a china shop 
From many a sage and jester— 
That tale we can easily overtop 
With the bull in the streets of Leicester. 
He rushed through the town with a roar and a ramp 
In a state of intense indignation, 
For what could a Vacca do less than decamp 
From a town where they scorn vaccination ? 


Jewel robbery discovered at Bournemouth, rather interested me— 
they discovered the robbery but not the robber. I’m really getting 
together a very nice little collee——. Oh, by the way, we got 
Sassoon in for Hythe, and (rather against the grain, I must admit) 
I helped H.R.H. to preside over a meeting for the institution of a 
‘‘League of Mercy” in connection with that rather unfortunate 
Diamond Jubilee Hospital Scheme. Afterwards took the Princess 
of Wales, the Princess Victoria, and the Prince and Princess 
Charles of Denmark down to Windsor. Then ran down to Bingley 
Hall, Birmingham, and had a look at the shorthorns. Dined off a 
Welsh dinner at the Hotel Cecil—leeks and welsh-rabbits. 


Thursday.—Took H.R.H. over to Cannes, where we joined the 
veteran Admiral of the Fleet, Sir Henry Keppel, who has just 
published his autobiographical “‘ Life of a Sailor,’ which has the 
rollick and sting and savour of the ocean in every page of it. It is 
copiously illustrated by several clever artists, including one of our 
own “‘ young men” (Houghton), and the three of us sat chuckling 
over it for hours. Only back in time to have a few brief moments 
with the Rembrandt etching, just added to the British Museum 
collection—shall pay a repeat visit soon. 


Friday.—Ran down to Romsey to entreat the Town Council to 
bear up against the shock of a surprise they have just received. 


TOO FAST. 


The town of Romsey’s had a start 
A bankrupt claim, to aid them 
(A fifty-year-old claim)—in part— 
Has recently been paid them. 


umless Gccompaunied yas 
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No act of law would I disturb, 
But with this thought I brush things- 
The Court of Bankruptcy should curb 
This tendency to rush things. 


Enjoved a visit to Mr. Wilfrid Ball's sketches of the Fen Country, 
but had to tear myself away to be on duty at the Drawing Room. 


Saturday.—Had a rather busy day to-day. Saw to the“ locking 
out ’’ of the plasterers before running over to Cairo to help the 
Duke and Duchess of Connaught attend the ceremony of the Holy 
Carpet, help the Khedive lay the foundation stone of the National 
sank, and support them all at the military tattoo in the evening. 
Between whiles I brought the Princess of Wales and her party back 
from the visit to Her Most Gracious—had a good look at the 
Exhibition of the Painter Etchers—stayed an hour or two at the 
French cattle show, and had a look at the practice of the crews. 
Dined with the Music Hall Benevolent Fund at the Trocadero, and 
finished up at the ‘breaking up” of the American House of 
Representatives, which died, swan-like, in song, and patriotic song 
at that—quite exciting, couldn't sleep all night for thinking of it. 


Monday.—Attended the Levee—-really must have a gusset or 
something put in my youthful yeomanry uniform. Took the 
United States Ambassador and Mrs. Choate down to dine with Her 
Most Gracious. Stayed with them, which made it more comfort- 
able for all parties. 


Tuesday.—Over to*the Agricultural Hall for the Show of the 
Hunters’ Improvement Society, then away to York to help unveil 
the memorial to Sir Frank Lockwood in the Minster. Also had a 
long stare at Mr John Charlton’s picture of the Queen’s Diamond 
Jubilee, but couldn’t find myselfin it. Strange! Likewise took a 
peep at the Liberals Nationally Federating at Hull. Seemed very 
pleased with themselves, and why not? Lor’ bless you, if we can't 
crack ourselves up, whose going todo it, youknow! No matter 
what our politics are. 

SO IT AP-PEARS. 
The Liberals (a motley crew) 
Have met in sweet affection, 
To tell us what they mean to do 
When time and fortune bring us to 
The General Election. 


Though that event increase their glee— 
Or cause them to regret it— 

It’s very plain, indeed, to me 

The party's very sure to be 
Unhappy till they get it! 


Went to the cookery exhibition at the Imperial Institute, and 


helped the Duchess of Montrose open it. 
Tue Srorrer. 
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Labby and Beer. 
[During the debate on Uganda in the House of 
Commons, Mr. Labouchere said that the British 
people were a practical race, and would prefer a 
pot of beer all round to all the empires of the 
universe, with Central Africa chucked in.— Vide 
Press. } 
Now, Labby, please to “ draw it mild!” 
Your statements very oft are wild, 
As is proved ev'ry sessions, 
For, though we British like our beer, 
We do not hold it half so dear 
As vast landed possessions ! 





You're bitter when you criticise, 
And patriotism despise ; 

But please do not malt-treat us 
By making out that above all 
Befuddling beer us does enthrall; 
If so, all foes would beat us! 


What ales you, Labby, that of late 
Such wild ideas dwell in your pate? 
One might think you were “ beery ”’! 
400d beer is all right in its place, 
But not for that exists our race; 

So why are you so sneery ? 











“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘ Fun’s” WasHERWOMAN. 
Lonpon, like the showman’s young 


| giant, is, goodness only knows,.’ow big, 
| an’ “still growin’’’ so Mr. Balfour’s 


London Municipalities—(I copied this 


| word out of the papers. Ain’t it a 
_ choker?)—Bill seems ‘‘a bit of alright,” 
| as it sertinly wants cuttin’ up in slices, 
| so to say, an’ it seems that it won’t 
| interfere with the London County 


Council, an’ I don’t see as ’ow the 
scheme will interfere with me, wich, 


| arter all, is the chief thing ! 


La Belle France is keepin’ up its 
keracter; but the “conspiracy ”’ luckily 


more serius on. Messers.{[French. They 


| did make a ‘“‘ mess ”’ of it, though, didn’t 
_ they? ] Dérouléde an’ Marcel Harbert’s 


little plot ’as been ‘‘ nipped in the bud,” 


| to indulge in flowery langwidge. By- 


the-bye, ain’t the ’tecs been trackin’ the 


| pore Duke of Orleans! No chance of 


’im sneezin’ without it bein’ “‘ made a 
note of,” though I dessay the Duke 
thinks that sich follerin’ of ’im about 


| ain’t ‘‘ to be sneezed at.’’ The latest as 


I write is, thatthe Duke’s gone to Turin. 


' I should think ’e would want to go 
| tourin’ somewheres, to get out of the way. 


It appears that we ain’t ’eard the last 
of the Druce case; Mrs. Druce ses, “ I 
have got one or two ladies and gentle- 
men up my sleeve who are ready to tell 
a new and startling story when the 
time is ripe.’ You see, it’s like them 
serials, ‘‘ to be kontinued in our next.” 
But ain’t it nearly time the time was 
“ripe”? I’m afraid that if Mrs. Druce 
ain’t careful, that the fruit, so to say, 
will fall to the ground, an’ some one else 
will pick it up, ’an ’er mouth must be 
fairewaterin’ for it. 

I see that after 48 years’ service at the 
British Museum, Dr. Richard Garnett, 
C.B., keeper of the printed books, ’as 
sent in ‘is resignation. Dr. Garnett 
will be ’ard to replace, for ’e was a 
‘‘ perfect gem”’ for the work. Personally, 


| I prefer a sirkus to a museum, but all 


| people ain’t eddicated up to my standard. 


Glad Iam to’ear that there is to be some 





| literally ‘‘ended in smoke,” for the | 
| French soldiers smoked them cheap 
| cigars, but they wasn’t takin’ anythink 


Eee 





more convalescent ‘omeés erected for | 
dear old Tommy Atkins at the seaside. | 
Now, ’ow about erectin’ some ’omes for | 
the pore old weterans wot ’as shed their | 


blood for their country, instead of lettin’ 


‘em mould away in the workus? In my | 


opinyun this is a cryin’ scandel. ‘‘ The 


| path of glory” leads to skilly an’ a 


pauper’s grave. 





For Breakfast. 


| Chocolat 


Sole Retall Everywhere. 










DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 


Menier 





Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 
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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE Party on THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Was routed out of bed this morning by my valet 
in a wild state of alarm. There was a bull loose in the streets of 
Leicester. Rushed down to see. Sure enough. there was my 
gentleman making out of the town, down the railway line, as hard 
as he could go. Well, after all, one can understand his feelings. 


VERY VACCINE. 


You've heard of a bull in a china shop 
From many a sage and jester— 
That tale we can easily overtop 
With the bull in the streets of Leicester. 
He rushed through the town with a roar and a ramp 
In a state of intense indignation, 
For what could a Vacca do less than decamp 
From a town where they scorn vaccination ? 


Jewel robbery discovered at Bournemouth, rather interested me— 
they discovered the robbery but not the robber. I’m really getting 
together a very nice little collee—-—. Oh, by the way, we got 
Sassoon in for Hythe, and (rather against the grain, I must admit) 
I helped H.R.H. to preside over a meeting for the institution of a 
‘League of Mercy” in connection with that rather unfortunate 
Diamond Jubilee Hospital Scheme. Afterwards took the Princess 
of Wales, the Princess Victoria, and the Prince and Princess 
Charles of Denmark down to Windsor. Then ran down to Bingley 
Hall, Birmingham, and had a look at the shorthorns. Dined off a 
Welsh dinner at the Hotel Cecil—leeks and welsh-rabbits. 


Thursday.—Took H.R.H. over to Cannes, where we joined the 
veteran Admiral of the Fleet, Sir Henry Keppel, who has just 
published his autobiographical “ Life of a Sailor,” which has the 
rollick and sting and savour of the ocean in every page of it. It is 
copiously illustrated by several clever artists, including one of our 
own “ young men” (Houghton), and the three of us sat chuckling 
over it for hours. Only back in time to have a few brief moments 
with the Rembrandt etching, just added to the British Museum 
collection—shall pay a repeat visit soon. 


Friday.—Ran down to Romsey to entreat the Town Council to 
r up against the shock of a surprise they have just received. 


TOO FAST. 


The town of Romsey’s had a start 
A bankrupt claim, to aid them 
(A fifty-year-old claim)—in part— 
Has recently been paid them. 
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No act of law would I disturb, 
But with this thought I brush things— 
The Court of Bankruptcy should curb 
This tendency to rush things. 


Enjoyed a visit to Mr. Wilfrid Ball’s sketches of the Fen Country, 
but had to tear myself away to be on duty at the Drawing Room. 


Saturday.—Had a rather busy day to-day. Saw to the “ locking 
out” of the plasterers before running over to Cairo to help the 
Duke and Duchess of Connaught attend the ceremony of the Holy 
Carpet, help the Khedive lay the foundation stone of the National 
Bank, and support them all at the military tattoo in the evening. 
Between whiles I brought the Princess of Wales and her party back 
from the visit to Her Most Gracious—had a good look at the 
Exhibition of the Painter Etchers—stayed an hour or two at the 
French cattle show, and had a look at the practice of the crews. 
Dined with the Music Hall Benevolent Fund at the Trocadero, and 
finished up at the ‘‘ breaking up” of the American House of 
Representatives, which died, swan-like, in song, and patriotic song 
at that—quite exciting, couldn’t sleep all night for thinking of it. 

Monday.—Attended the Levee—really must have a gusset or 
something put in my youthful yeomanry uniform. Took the 
United States Ambassador and Mrs. Choate down to dine with Her 
Most Gracious. Stayed with them, which made it more comfort- 
able for all parties. 


Tuesday.—Over to*the Agrictltural Hall for the Show of the 
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| Hunters’ Improvement Society, then away to York to help unveil 


the memorial to Sir Frank Lockwood in the Minster. 


Also had a 


long stare at Mr John Chariton’s picture of the Queen’s Diamond 


Jubilee, but couldn’t find myselfin it. Strange! 
peep at the Liberals Nationally Federating at Hull. 


Likewise took a 


Seemed very 


pleased with themselves, and why not? Lor’ bless you, if we can’t 


crack ourselves up, whose going to do it, you know! 


No matter 


what our politics are. 
SO IT AP-PEARS. 
| The Liberals (a motley crew) 
Have met in sweet affection, 
To tell us what they mean to do 
When time and fortune bring us to 
The General Election. 


Though that event increase their glee— 
Or cause them to regret it— 
It’s very plain, indeed, to me 
The party’s very sure to be 
| Unhappy till they get it! 
Went to the cookery exhibition at the Imperial Institute, and 
helped the Duchess of Montrose open it. 
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AT THE CROSS ROADS. 


Lady Cyclist (of stern aspect).—‘ Which is the way to Dorking, young man ?”’ 





Young Muffley.—‘‘’Pon m’ word, madam, I—I don’t know! Was just about to ask you!” 
L. C.—*Me! Rubbish! Haven't you got a road map?” 

Y. M.—‘* N—no, I'm sorry to——.” 

L. C.—* Then I suppose we must trust to your Animal Instinct!” 


Brer Boomer Out-booms Himself! 


[The Daily Telegraph will shortly erect in Fleet Street a big 
clock of novel design. Westminster Gazette. ] 
Mr. Fun is rejoiced to excessiveness 
Vhen of active advancemént he hears ; 
But a stick-in-the-mud unprogressiveness 
Provokes both his sneers and his tears. 
Yes, that worst of egregious follies he 
Condemns with a gall-laden “‘ plume "— 
So the Telegraph's go-ahead policy 
Mr. Fun is delighted to boom ! 


Many years have passed out of the reach of us, 
Since a wonderful genius-flash 

Of the Telegraph's captured from each of us 
Our gratitude—likewise our cash. 

I allude to the scheme laid so cunningly, 
When the Lawsonite people the gloom 

Of the dead-season lightened so stunningly 
By promoting an “annual boom.” 


And now (while we all in the century's 
Springtide penultimate live) 

Mr. Fun to the Tele. will venture his 
Congratulations to give— 

For the Tele. means swelling our gratitude 
By conferring (on everyone whom 

It concerneth) the striking beatitude 


, \e A | 1 " irter rot bf) 











bury Lawt , Hove (late West Brighton) 








The Empire’s Growth. 


BBITANNIA, mighty Queen of wide-spread ocean ! 
Founder of empires—North, South, East, and West! 
Thy will, a motive power, that drives earth’s wheels round 
Thy strength, the pivot upon which ’twill rest. 


Throughout the length and breadth of thy dominions, 
No vestige of decadence marks our race, 

But hale vitality’s unbroken record, 
Which with the century’s growth keeps pace. 


Gird up thy central forces ; far lands boundless, 
With nearer home ties, bind them to thy heart, 
Majestic, far-faméd Mother of Nations! 
Thy realms no foe shall ever shake, or part. 


Thou hast annexéd many million acres, 
Showing, thereby, a vista splendid, vast, 

Altering ever thus thy power and standing, 
But giving onerous duties that will last. 


Arise, Britannia, equal to thy task, 
Let grand traditions guide thee in this case. 
May Heaven's kindly light shine o’er thy path ! 
** Excelsior,’’ be the motto of our race! 


JANE H, OaKLeEY. 
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Our Ladies’ Column. 


Rosst.—Your are correct in thinking that cold cream is for out- 
ward application. Put it on the face with a trowel, and, when it 
has thoroughly soaked into the skin, turn round three times, clasp 
your hands, raise your eyes to the ceiling, and say “‘ Bismallah!” 
Then, after dining off ‘‘ Turkish Delight,” take a siesta on a cucum- 
ber-frame. On awakening go indoors, scold the cook with a watming- 
pan, and drink a glass of strong cold water. If this doesn’t improve 
your complexion, nothing will. 


Younec Wire.—Your husband staying out late at night is a 





this is to cool the blood. In the morning brush the pimple 
vigo with a clothes’ brush and 1 with a shining hah, 
then apply a red-hot poker to the pimple for five minutes—this is 
to warm the blood—and you find that it will have entirely 


disappeared. ; 

Ory Maip.—To prevent your ae ng out its feathers, 
have it thoroughly Tineke end. its af om, offends your eyes, 
dress it in rational costume. This treatment will also e it talk, 


if anything will; but we must decline to hold ourselves responsible 
for its language. 
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common complaint amongst husbands, and is scientifically known 
as Bachelorum daysorum againorum. The best remedy we‘know of 
is to break his leg—either leg will do—in two places; if he becomes 
restive, sit upon him, and rub his forehead with a nutmeg-grater. 


Sixx Dress.—As regards “ reviving’’ your black silk, place it | 
under a steam roller until thoroughly pressed out, then hang it on | 
a clothes’-line and throw brickbats at it ; when you have hit it, say, 
fifty times (which will probably take you a month or two), simmer 
it gently for two hours in a mixture of raspberry vinegar and 
double stout—equal portions of each—take it out, dry in oven, and 
we can assure you that it won’t look like the same dress. 





PimpLe.—A pimple on the nose is both annoying and disfiguring. 
To cure, lay your nose on a lump of ice at bedtime for an hour— 






















































































Will place us both on a better footing! 


SS — . — — —————— ee 





John Barleycorn. 


Ou, Barleycorn, John Barleycorn, we've been deceived in you, 
We thought yeast, water, malt, and hops composed your cheering 
brew, 
Our confidence we find misplaced, and we are sad to hear, 
That other compounds strange make up our ale and bitter beer, 


We’re told you’re not a drink, but just an article of food, 
This is an insult to you, John, and really very rude. 

In spite of Cuthbert Quilter’s Bill, we very greatly fear 
We never shall enjoy again Old Barleycorn’s pure beer, 


Se —_ — — a _—- ed 





























































































































Sounds Natural. 
Cook.—‘* Why these cabbages are quite 
mouldy! ” | | } 
Greengrocer.—‘' Well, what else can ' | 
you expect? Ain’t they lived in mould | Hi} || 
all their bloomin’ time?” C Hil | | . 
= — | sont AL NU Gey 
1} iii 
The Lament of the Male. | at My NU RS | 
Ou, what does it mean, MH & “a yer! I] 
When peaceful home is home no more, | nilt ti 
When carpets cover not the floor, i | 
And paint is wet upon the door ? | 
The yearly Spring clean ! hi | | 
What is the meaning / 
Of all these men who walk abou con: Ps ~ 
In garments white, with jest and shout, |; 
Upon the stairs and in and out ? j 
We are Spring-cleaning ! oom 
The pictures they have left the“wall!; | — . 
I vainly for the servants call, 260° | » yore wevegnee 
They're sweeping, dusting, onefand all, | 
- Horrible Spring clean! * apie. aa 
The curtains are not in their’place?: | —_—_ 
I cannot even wash my face, —_—_ —— 
The basin’s gone! Oh, what a case ST, 
Terrible Spring clean ! et Ly 4 
I long for dirt, for anything A $ Y 
That peace and comfort quick will bring, /, 
And pray that soon you may take wing 
Most awful Spring clean ! 1 / 
Unwelcome. ; | 
Nurse (bursting into the room).—“ It’s ly 
twins, sir!” 
Wagq (groaningly).—‘‘ Say I’m not at fi 
home !” | 
bh ' 
Friends ! | ~ 
[A better understanding now exists { 
between England and France.—Daily 
Paper.] ~" 
In friendship England and France are +z 
banding, ~ | 
A finishing touch to their goodwill | 
putting ; 
And, of course, this desirable wunder- AN IMPOSSIBILITY. ' 2 
standing “ You'll excuse me, sir, but I can’t possibly shave you if you hold your head like that.’’’ 


Old Brandy Drop (who has dosed off).—** All ri’, don’t; cut me hair instead.” 
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» ' Nurses and Reals 
Ge Fye Magu traageme™ y 


A rdsman Dtescter enquvred aboul the Cottage Yomes 
Scheme and whether q he escape would bein every 


“ k el home A Voice es " ; : ‘. 
and ala Gaarette Wilh This Conductor Fosler tarsed his Slick 


dnd gave a bang:- Fire (escape) away said he woul) the 
nrexf Opera-B uffe or Song. Thats — 
Bandsman ©” Nell Wanye) Complamed A Wye long hours 


ot ; 9 
of Work of Me VYuarses. especially of The barber whe Sct gm ali Come 
shaved 7) hours a weeK ws This Case he Considered Shaving 


Cried th Band wh 
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CAMBERWELL GUARDIANS HARMONIOUS. 




















We are strong and well placed, 
Let us give them a taste 


“Chucked!” 


Anyway, we have got in a fix 


> : soi Through our tactics unruly ! 
PLASTERER :— Of the strike they have been intima- And all we shall get will be “ nix "— 
HERE we are, mate, left out in the cold— ting!” And that worries yours truly ! 


To be ‘‘ out’ we elected ; 
But a “ lock-out,” with masters grown 
bold, 
Well, it was unexpected ! 
For we thought that we bossed the whole 


Now, I'm sure you'll agree that it’s rough, | That there Deller he talked pretty 
When an ignorant master | tall, 
To a Union’s demands replies : “ Stuff! But his chatter poor bunkum I call, 
Go and stick to your plaster! " For the weakest must go to the wall 
Yes, it’s rough on a hard-working cove When they struggle unduly ! 


show, To be told he’s a duffer, by Jove! It is well p’rhaps for him, 
That the masters would yield, don't you When the schemes which he carefully But for me it looks grim— 
know ; wove Work is better than play, 
But we've found that our game was “ no Go and end in disaster! | When you’re not drawing pay— 
go,” And I weep for my kind, | Or, at least, thdt’s the view of yours 
And we stand—well—corrected ! Now I suddenly find truly !, 
It is bad when you're told That the master to-day | 
To get out in the cold— | Has a beastly low way | 


Even though, beyond doubt, 
You had meant to “ come out” | 
When a decent strike fund you'd 
collected |! | 


Yes, we thought we were terribly strong, 
So we took to dictating ; ' 
But I fancy somehow we were wrong, 
And it's most aggravating |! 
For we said that we'd but to command : 
That we had the whole game in our hand, 
But too clearly we now understand 
That was asinine prating ! 
For the masters cried: “ Hold. 
a. > 


Of retorting—go stick to your plaster ! 


We could manage his business for him— 
We would gladly advise him 
If he wasn’t a creature of whim, 
And I think we'd surprise him ! 
But he makes an impertinent fuss 
If we say he depends upon us ; 
He’s a hard-hearted obstinate “ cuss,” 
As we find when we tries him! 
Though the papers may say 
That he knows the best way But I solemnly vow 
To conduct his own trade, That when next a man cries 
4 mistake they have made: For a strike—I'll be wise 
ey are getting too bold Tor they had better advise hi: And decline to rush gaily to ruin 


Yes, I’m certainly bound to confess 
That this lock-out spells ruin, 

Though we've got in a deuce of a mess, 
It’s a brew of our brewing! 

When you'd “ strike,” and a “‘lock-out ™ 

you get, 

Well, it makes a cove fidget and fret, 

And your leader's tall-talk you regret 
When a fix it’s got youin! 

Well, we're in for it now, 
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LL CEASE ALL OVER THE COUNTRY. 
Lock-out,” WHICH WILL AFFECT 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 84.) 
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“ CHUCKED.” 
NO MONEY! 


“NO WORK! 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
CHAPTER IIlL.—‘THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE,” 


“ WiLL you take a glass of 2 ing, Mr.—er—er— Cabman?” 
said the landlady of the Peanut the next moning. 

“ Will I what——? Well, mum, I ain’t 'ighminded over a thing 
like that. My names Ruggles, Tom Ruggles, mum.” 
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Biapie Gets wer Bit or Svcar. 


“ Going to drive your party back to London, Mr. Ruggles?” 

“No, mum, I ain't,” said Mr. Ruggles, mysteriously. ‘It’s an 
elopement. We're going on.” 

“A what?’ said the landlady, laughing. 

“An elopement. Oh, it ain't nothing to laugh at; they mean 
business, though whether he’s a-runnin away with her, or she with 
him, I can’t make out. I suppose it’s all proper and above board, 
mum,” continued Mr. Ruggles, solemnly; “but one ought to 
be careful, I’ve had a father and mother myself, mum.” 

“ Lor, have you now!” said the landlady. 

“Yes, mum, and, for their sakes, I’ll just ask yer to keep yer 
optic on that elderly party upstairs, in a friendly wey vor know.” 

“T will, Mr. Ruggles, and thanks for the hint. e last pair of 
elopers that nonbel here eloped with my customers’ watches and 
rings.”’ 


In blissful ignorance of the espionage levied on her by the land- 
lady of the Peanut, Miss Smiley sat at the breakfast table 
waiting for Mr. Meggles, filling up the time practising—much to 
the edification of two waiters watching her through the crack of the 
door—various beatific expressions, doubtless to be used on the 

py Mr. Meggles. 

“Rum old gal, ain’t she, Charles?” said the head waiter, 
smothering a laugh with his napkin ‘ Looks as if she was a-going 
to 'avea fit. Better go and call the old josser.”’ 

** Breakfast is ready, Miss,” said Charles, defily entering the room. 
“ Shall I call your father, Miss?" 

“ My father,” said Miss Siniley nervously. Er—er—yes, please, 
waiter. How did you know he was my father? ” 

“ Saw it at a glance, Miss. Beg parding, I’m sure. You ’as the 
the same nts, Miss.” 

“Man!” exclaimed Miss Smiley indignantly. ‘ Leave the 
room. I suppose he meant lineaments,"’ she added to herself, as 
the waiter retired ; “ but one never knows, and it’s always best to 
crush the other sort of thing at once.” 

“ She gave you gyp, Charles,” whispered the head waiter. ‘ You 
ain’t ’andsome enough to try soft sawder.”’ 

“You'd better try her yourself, "Enery, since it's beauty she 
wants id Charl arcastically, ** wi tthe wound gent’ 








breakfast as come last night. Look out, I hear the old gent’s 
co ” 

or. Meggles came down to breakfast bilious and sulky, and flung 
himself into’a chair beside his future bride. 

‘‘Oh! Thomas, dearest, here you are at last. Your Birdfe has 
been waiting for you, oh, such a long time!” she exclaimed, gush- 
ingly. “ What would dearest like for breakfast ? ’’ 

Beaishy and soda,” said ‘‘ dearest,” surlily. 

“* Dearest shall have whatever it likes,” said Miss Smiley. ‘ Do 
you know what Birdie wants?” 

“ A bit of groundsel ?”’ 

“ No; Birdie wants a bit of sugar.” 

“ Hang it, madam,” said Mr. Meggles, testily, ‘ Help yourself. 
There’s a basin full there.”’ 

“That’s not exactly what I mean, dearest Thomas,” exclaimed 
Miss Smiley, bashfully. 

It suddenly dawned upon Mr. Meggles exactly what she did 
‘‘ mean,” and with a gallant assumption of his almost forgotten 
youthful fervour, he flung his arms round Miss Smiley’s neck, and 
impressed a kiss on that lady’s lips. 

** Just another little lump,’ said Miss Smiley, straightening her 
toupee. 
Would you like the breakfast kept ’ot, sir?’’ said Charles, 
solemnly, who had entered unperceived with the tray, and was 
gazing at them with evident satisfaction. 

“How dare you come in without knocking, sir? roared Mr. 
Meggles. 

‘Public room, sir. Sorry, sir. Got to lay breakfast for young 
gent from London.”’ 

‘* Go to the deuce, sir! ”’ 

‘* Yes, sir, after I’ve laid breakfast. Business before pleasure, sir, 
Here comes the young gent.” 

A young man, dressed in tourist costume, lounged into the room. 
He Was of slender proportions, and, as is usual with young men of 
meagre build, flung himself heavily into a chair, as though to make 
his presence felt. He gazed superciliously at Miss Smiley and Mr. 
Meggles. Suddenly hestarted up with a look of amazed recognition. 

“My dear old Aunt Susan!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ who would have 
thought of seeing you here?”’ 

















“TLL FOLLOW you To THE END or THE WORLD.” 


Miss Smiley screamed. 

“ Clarence, my heir,”’ she murmured faintly. 

“It’s all right, miss,”’ said Charles confidently, ‘‘ It’s quite straight 
now.’ 
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“There’s going to be an awful joke here directly,” gurgled Mr. 
Clarence, with a sidelong glance at Mr. Meggles. ‘‘ Mrs. Lucas the 
landlady tells me she’s got an elopement in the house, and they are 
going to breakfast in this room, so I got mine laid here, too, so that 
I could chip ’em a bit.” 

Mr. Meggles bit his bread savagely. 

‘Look here, young whipper-snapper,” he snarled, “ take care you 
don’t get chipped yourself.” 

“ Who’s the old gentleman, auntie,” drawled Mr. Clarence, eyeing 
Mr. Meggles suspiciously. 

“Your future uncle, boy,” responded Mr. Meggles with dignity. 


“ We are the ‘ ee a a 

“Oh! Aunt Smiley,” gasped the nephew, turning very pale, 
“say itisn’t true. Don’t goand rob your long-suffering nephew by 
marrying aman old enough to be your—er—er—grandfather. Come 
back with me at once, Auntie, and all shall be forgiven.” 

“ Ha!” gasped Miss Smiley, clasping Mr. Meggle’s hand, ‘I had, 
indeed, hoped for this. It is, indeed, real. This is the outraged 
relation who comes posting after the runaway couple. We must 
fly atonce. Order the cab, dearest Thomas.” 

«T’ve sent it on to the next village—er—er—Birdie. I thought 
a few miles’ walk wouldn’t hurt us after yesterday.”’ 

‘‘T’m going to forbid the banns,”’ said Mr. Clarence. 

“You can’t, my boy,” answered Mr. Meggles, grimly. ‘ There 
ain’t going to be any, and we are both over age. Come, Birdie.” 

Miss Smiley went off to prepare for the journey, leaving the two 
men glaring at each other, 

‘A couple of old fools,’’ snapped Mr. Clarence. 

“T’ll punch your head for tuppence,”’ roared Mr. Meggles, 

The runaways were soon on their way to the next village. 
About mid-way Miss Smiley turned, and saw her devoted nephew 
following them. 

“T’ll follow you to the end of the world,’’ he shouted, when he 
saw he was discovered. 

“Keep your distance, or it will be the end of yours,” Mr. Meggles 
shouted back, 


~ 


(To be continued.) 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


THE revival of Owrs at the Globe goes to show that Robertson’s 
comedies have still a strong hold upon the play-going public. It 
will, however, be difficult to persuade the present generation that 
Ours was ever better represented than it is at the Globe to-day. 

The Sir Alexander Shendryn of Mr. Gilbert Hare adds yet 
another perfect portrait to that clever young actor’s gallery of “ old 
men.” Angus MacAlister as played by Mr. Frank Gillmore is 
manly and convincing. Mr. Frederick Kerr’s Hugh Chalcot is a 
capital performance. Miss Fanny Coleman as Lady Shendryn is 
admirable; while the Blanche Hay and Mary Netley of Miss 
Mabel Terry-Lewis and Miss May Harvey respectively leave 
absolutely nothing to be desired. Minor parts are well played 
by Messrs. William H. Day and Charles Cherry and Mr. John 
Hare. Ofcourse, to praise the Prince Perovsky of Mr. Hare is 
superfluous, and perhaps it is well that there is at least cne actor- 
manager self-abnegating enough to play a small part, if only to 
‘‘ encourage the others.” At the same time it must be confessed that 
Mr. Hare carries self-sacrifice to its utmost possible limits. When 
we go to see that Prince among actors we cannot possibly see too 
much of him. Let us hope that when the promised play by Mr. 
Pinero is produced, Mr. Hare will be seen in a part worthy of his 
splendid abilities. 


A Lady of Quality at the Comedy does not appear to satisfy the 
requirements of dramatic demands. The dramatised novels are 
doubtlessly very difficult of adaptation, histrionically, so much has 
to be left to the imagination, which is not always quick enough to fill 
up the gaps. One of the scenes is highly melodramatic, and the 
house is quite carried away. But for this the entire piece simply 
straggles to the ultimate fall of the curtain. 


Chums, at the Duke of York’s Theatre, is a very nice little curtain 
raiser preceding the Adventures of Lady Ursula. There is very 
little in it, but it is run through uproariously, and that style never 
fails to please an audience. 

I cannot say much for Louis Parker's Mayflower at the Camber- 
well Theatre. It is very hackneyed, and is not good enough for such 
clever performers as Miss Lena Ashwell and Mr. Mark Kinghorne. 


Woman and Wine is the new piece at the Princess’s Theatre. 
Alternately fast and gruesome, the usual moral is ultimately 
proclaim 

The Alexandra Palace will réopen for the season on Good Friday 


with a grand perfotmancte of “The Messiah” in the afternoon, and 
&@ miscellaneous concert in the evening. The artistes who will 








appear ‘are Madame Marie Duma, Madame Belle Cole, Madame 
Alice Gomez, Mr. Herbert Grover, and Mr. Charlies Copland. The 
Palace Choral Society, which has been greatly strengthened under 
the able directorship of Mr. George Riseley, will number nearly 1,200. 
There are several new and novel attractions for the forthcoming 
season, which will include the ‘“‘ Dicken's " Bazaar, Which has been 
built up to represent scenes from the famous novelist's work, also 
a Japanese vi , Which is being erected in the conservatory, and 
the management are pleased to announce that they have concluded 
arrangements to produce the great ‘‘ Naval Spectacle" on the lake 
on a far greater magnitude than has ever been attempted before. 


Miss Minnie Theobald’s chamber concert at St. James's Hall last 
Thursday afternoon was notable for the excellent taste displayed 
in the selections for vocalist and instrumentalist res ively. e 
artists were Mdme. Ruth Lamb, Miss Fanny Davies, Mr. Alfred 
Gibson, Mr. Alfred Hobday, Miss Marguerite Swale, and Miss 
Minnie Theobald, whose ‘cello solos were given with pleasing 
expression. 


The British Chess Class, under the presidency of Sir George 
Newnes, will hold a six weeks’ chess tournament in the theatre of the 
Royal Aquarium, commencing the 80th day of May next, and 
terminating on the 18th day of July. There has not been an 
International Chess Tournament held since 1888. £1,500 will be 
given in prize money, and there is no doubt but that the tourna- 
ment will be the biggest thing in chess ever known. 


Mr. William McPherson's gymnasium, at 30, Sloane Street, was 
prettily and tastefully decorated with calisthenical and floral embel- 
lishments last Wednesday evening, when a large gathering of 
friends, pupils, and admirers assembled to congratulate Mr. 
McPherson and his very amiable wife upon the celebration of their 
silver wedding. There was a goodly offering of silver and other 
kinds cf presents upon the shrine of so favourable an example of 
connubial success. There is nothing so encouraging as apprecia- 
tion, and this happy couple are fortunate to have secured so 
large a measure of it. We trust they will proceed and accomplish 
a golden wedding. The company indulged in dancing until an 
early hour, and so terminated a very happy meeting. 


We have pleasure in announcin « the twenty-sixth annual pub- 
lication of ‘‘ Willing’s Press Guide,’ which is as excellent as its 
previous issues. 


I spent a very agreeable evening with the United Law Society, 
upon the occasion of their annual dinner, which was given at the 
Hotel Cecil on the 6th inst. The president (the Lord Chancellor) 
was exceedingly humorous in his o of chairman, who laid aside 
the austerity of the woolsack and displayed his comic demeanour 
to the delight of all present. Sir Harry Poland ran the Lord 
Chancellor very close. His reminiscences of a long legal life were 
terse and funny toa degree. Our hilarity w boundless over 
him. Mr. Joseph Walton, Q.C., M.P., showed us that he is no 
mean undervaluer of the power of wit. He, however, would not 
let himself go, and was too modest. 

Mr. W. 8. Sherrington pro “ The Visitors." The final toast, 
‘“‘The Lord High Chancellor,” fell to Mr. J. R. Yates, who spoke 
appropriately. ere was very little rag wana, Bo any music, as 
the fun flew so fast and furiously. Mr. Bruce Hubbard managed 
to get in one song—‘‘ Something Gaudy” it sounded like—and 
somebody else did a little ‘ fiddling.” The company ultimately 
broke up at midnight, and fizzled off into the neighbouring clubs 
and elsewhere. 


“Lest We Forcet.’’—Throughout the United Kingdom our 
hearts have been thrilled by the courage and devotion to duty 
shown by British seamen in the midst of ne eee and danger 
such as that displayed by the crew of the Cunard Company's ss. 
Pavonia. 

But what of British seamen who, after forty or fifty years of hard 
and perilous service at sea become old, destitute, and “too feeble 
for another cruise’? How fitting an expression of this general 
admiration, if a helping hand be held out to them at such a time. 

H.R.H. the Duke of York, B.N., has graciously consented to 

reside at a festival dinner to be held at the 
Wodsleuday, the 17th May next, in aid of the funds of that national 
and unique Old Sailors’ Charity, the Royal Alfred Merchant 
Seamen's Institution, office 58, Fenchurch Street, E.C., and the 


committee are sommastiy eppenling or, universal and annual support 1 


for this, “* Poor Jack's 
The appeal is to all, and though it has been written that— 
“ Gur Ged and sailor. we alike adore 
In time of danger, not before : 
The danger past, both alike requited, 
God ig forgotten and the sailor slighted,” 


the committee hope that this appeal will not be in vain. 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 
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FRANCE an’ England ’ave been quite 
aimabel over that little Muscat (I was 
nearly sayin’ ‘‘ Mascot,’”’ wich means 
‘‘good luck,” you know) affair, an’ 
there’s no reason why the African delimi- 
tation matter shoudn’t be settled in the 
same friendly spirit. Considerin’ we’re 
sich near naybours we really ort to be 
continually shakin’ ’ands, instead of 
shakin’ fists at one another, an’ I must 
say that France is too ‘‘handy”’ that 
way. 

The Prince of Wales ’as gone to 
Cannes, an’ I ’ope ’e will enjoy hisself. 
It’s my lot to go to patls, an’ not to 
enjoy myself. 

A paper ses that Mr. Hooleyis‘“pre- | 
pared to face the music”; but, p’raps,_ | 
’e’ll find some of the notes discordant. 
‘¢ Music hath charms to soothe the savage 
breast,’’ says the poet, but wether this 
‘‘music’’ will soothe a Hooley Terror 
remains to be seen. 

It’s a great pity that the plasterers 
an’ their masters ’ave fallen out, wen 
you come to think that so many ‘“ build 
their ’opes’’ on the buildin’ trade, an’, 
of course, this fair paralises it. Only 
those wot mixes with the working 
classes, as I does, know ’ow orful these 
trade disputes is to the pore wives an’ 
families. Better to give way than 
starve, 1 ses; an ’empty stummick ain’t 
a comfortable companion. 

The Khalifa is gettin’ a reg'lar ‘‘ Old 
Man of the Sea’’ to us; unfortunately ’e 
keeps out of range of Kitchener, or ’e 
would ’ave ’ad ‘is ‘‘ goose cooked ”’ afore 
now; but, you can bet that 'e will ‘‘ play 
with the fire”’ once to often, an’ then ’is_ | 
‘ash will be settled. 

Accordin’ to the Recorder at the Old _ | 
Bailey, those wot get the ‘‘ cat’”’ don’t, 
so to say, ‘‘come up to the scratch ”’ agin 
—turn over a new leaf. I s’pose they 
feela bit pussy-laminous, or some sich 
word. ‘I don’t like long words,” as the 
man sed wen ’e was sentenced to fifteen 
years’ penal servitude. 

To my idear, the ‘‘ Alfred Millenary ”’ 
is jist comin’ it a bit too strong. If 
we're goin’ to commemorate all the 
great people wot ever lived, we shall 
‘ave all our work cut out. I dessay 

Curate (with pathos) “Oh! dear child, would it not make your poor fathers Alfred, in a sense, ‘ takes the cake ”’ (or 
heart bleed if he could see you now?” let ’em burn) as a great man, but look 
wot a lot of great men there was; an’ 
why shoud pore old Adam be left out in 
the cold ? 
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THE RISING GENERATION. 


Tommy.— You can just bet it would that. this is one of his cigars!’ 











A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HZ MORRHOIDDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


S7. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, &.&.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 




























